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"Love refines 
" The thoughts, and heart enlarges, hath his feat 
" In reafon, and is judicious, is the (bale 
" By which to heavenly love thou mayft afcend." 

Paradise Lost. 
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FOR WHOSE USE MOST OF THESE LITTLE PIECES 

WERE FIRST WRITTEN, 

AND AT WHOSE SUGGESTION THE REST WERE 

APPENDED, THIS EDITION OF THE 

flBtfe'g Manual 

IS AFFECTIONATELY DEDICATED BY HER HUSBAND, 

THE AUTHOR. 
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The ftyle of ornamentation' adopted in 
this little volume is that of " A Book of 
Chriftian Prayers," printed by John Day, 
1569, ufually called " Queen Elizabeth's 
Prayer Book." 
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FORGOTTEN BLESSINGS 



I are the ftars, the ftars that 

fhone 
through the fummer night? 
are they and their pale 
queen gone, 
As if they fear'd to be look'd upon 
By the gaze of the bold Daylight ? 

Gone they are not. — In the far blue fkies 

Their filent ranks they keep $ 
Unfeen by our fun-dazzled eyes, 
They wait till the breath of the night-wind 
fighs, 

Then come and watch our fleep. 

Thus oft it is — the lights that cheer 

The night of our diftrefs, 
When brighter,, gladder hours appear, 
Forgotten with our grief and fear, 

Wake not our tbankfulnefs. 
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Sov tier tyufimnD. 

RNAL Guardian of the good 

and true, 
jfore whofe altar my firfl bridal 
vows 
Were pledg'd, whofe blefling fan&ified the 

bonds 
That join'd our beating hearts j O God ! I 

thank Thee, 
That he, the dear one that Thou gav'ft me 

then, 
My life-companion, at my fide flill walks. 
Keep him, I pray, a thoufand times I pray 

Thee, 
Keep him in body and in foul. Increafe 
His faith and guide his footfteps in Thy way. 
Whatever his earthly lot, or good or evil, 
Give him a gentle and contented heart; 
And teach him (till to prize my beft endeavours 
To fweeten life for him, and guard his love. 




Digiti 



zed by G00gle 



Digiti 



zed by G00gle 



Digiti 



zed by G00gle 



Digiti 



zed by G00gle 



Digiti 



zed by G00gle 



Digiti 



zed by G00gle 



Digiti 



zed by G00gle 



Digiti 



zed by G00gle 



Digiti 



zed by G00gle 



Digiti 



zed by G00gle 



27 



THE C\IGHT-WATCH. 

befide his fick-bed my night 

watch I keep, 
A.nd pillow his head in its 
feverifh fleep, 
I check every tear, and I flifle each figh, 
Bat my heart-broken prayer for him rifes on 
high. 

In my forrow I pray, Great Afluager of pain ! 
With the dawning of day bring me hope back 

again j 
'Tis the cry of my anguifh to Mercy above, 
From the couch of his languiihing raife up my 

love. 

Oh ! Thou that couldft fland by the fide of 

the grave, 
And ftretch forth Thy hand to fuccour and 

fave, 
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My leffer care, to caft my better thoughts 
Down at Thy feet, to fit with Mary there, 
And liften to Thy words of truth and love. 
Teach me, with mind unruffled and ferene, 
To meet the hourly accidents of life $ 
And let the tones of gentle patience lend 
Their foft fweet mufic to my lighteft word. 
Oh ! may I bear in mind that from the roots 
Of wither' d and neglected duties fpring 
The ranked fin-weeds which infeft the heart 3 
That wifdom infinite has placed me here 
To work Thy will, watch'd o'er by angels* eyes, 
Cheriih'd and cared for, not alone by thofe 
Whom Thou haft given to tread life's path 

with me, 
But with a love beyond all human ken, 
By Thee on whom my hopes of heaven depend, 
My Lord, my God, my Saviour, and my Friend. 
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HEART -SNARES. 



S a world, a world without 
is, 

ird, we mufl, againft its 
wiles ; 
Many a fnare lies round about us, 

Dream-born baubles, ferpent-fmiles. 
From our light we cannot drive them, 
Count them then as drofs and dirt ; 
By defpifing, we deprive them 
Of the power to do us hurt. 

There's a world, a world within us, 

This, it is, we have to dread 5 
Evil paffions ftrive to win us 

From the path our feet fhould tread. 
Heart-rebellion ftill reMing, 

We mufl keep the traitors down — 
Lord, without Thy grace aflifting, 

Virtue foon would lofe her crown. 
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Of my foul's gratitude I meekly place 5 
And I befeechThee, Lord, teach me how much 
I need Thy love, how little I deferve it. 
Keep ever in my bread a fervent fenfe 
Of their kind offices, whofe gentle care 
Has carried out Thy merciful behefts, 
And gather d round my bed a thoufand com- 
forts. 
Pour down Thy bleffing upon all I love, 
And let my thankfulnefs to Thee and them 
Shine forth in patient looks and words of 

kindnefs. 
So, when I fhall go back into the bleak 
And bufy world, be it with ftrengthen'd faith, 
With brighter hope, and charity renew'd 
By hours of meditative folitude. 
This for His fake I pray Thee, whom of yore, 
In the poor ftable x blefled Mary bore. 
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May my grief-ftricken heart, wean'd from the 

world, 
Cling clofer to Thy Crofs, and thence derive 
Its fweetefl comfort, and its fix'd fupport. 
O'er the dead flowers of earth let me not ftied 
Vain, unavailing tears ; but learn to tend, 
With never- wearied care and frefh delight, 
The cheriih'd duties that embower the round 
Of daily life ; and ne'er may I forget 
That all the bleffings that furround me here 
Are but as loans of Thy all-bounteous love, t 
Given to be ufed, not worfhipp'd, and re- 

fign'd 
Back to Thy Hand, without one murmuring 

thought, 
Whenever in Thy fight it feemeth beft. 
To that glad country turn my tearful eyes 
Where the bereaved and loft, diflever'd here, 
Again united, fhall their voices join 
In mingled hymns around Thy throne of light. 
Thus may the bitternefs of forrow pafs 
Away from my fad thoughts, and leave me 

free 
To fpend my beft endeavours and refolves, 
Amidft thofe duties and thofe gentle joys 
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31n tfte Ctme of profperttg* 

GOD ! whofe bounteous mercy 

poureth down, 
Alike upon the righteous and 
l the evil, 

The undeferved and unrem ember' d gifts 
Of Thy exhauftlefs and impartial love, 
Fringing life's path with fweet, though fading 

flowers, 
Accept the tribute of my grateful thanks 
For ail Thy bleffings. 'Tis to Thee I owe 
That peace and plenty are around me now ; 
That loving ones return my fmiles, and joy 
Crowns ajl my waking hours. Giye me the 

grace 
To keep before my mind the flrict account 
Which I muft give of each and ev'ry talent 
Committed to my hand. Oh ! . may my heart 
Be quick and fenfitive where'er it feels 
Another's happinefs and peace concern'd, 
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3fn t&e ftime of atfoetfitg. 



HOU that with weary fteps and 

fhelterlefs, 
Didft tread this earth for our 

unworthy fakes, 
Neglected and defpifed, a man of grief, 
With few that loved Thee, and thofe few how 

poor! 
Oh ! vifit me in this, our fad eflate, 
And teach my far too ftubborn heart to bow 
Refign'd and humble to Thy wife behefts. 
Deferted by the world, be Thou my gueft, 
And dwell with me, directing every thought 
Into the narrow channel of my duty. 
Drive from my breaft regret and difcontent 5 
Infpire my lips with comfort-breathing words 5 
And give me ftrength and frefhen'd energy 
To cheer my fellow-traveller on his way 
Up the rough, ftony road that lies before us. 
From our own fad experience may we learn 
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